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Sometimes, too, at sunset a herd of little red ante-
lope diversified the brown monotony of the scrub
jungle, the black males scampering away in front
with the rest of the herd bounding at their heels.
But nearly all the time as far as eye could see the
whole land was colourless and dead, a barren moor
tousled with clumps of wilted bushes. Here, per-
haps, is the explanation why the Indian villager,
an artist unawares, always affects the most vivid
colours, why the maharajas pile ornament on orna-
ment—even on their elephants—and hotel-keepers
pack their compounds with gaudy flowers that force
their way into the very bedrooms.
India is the land of contrasts, and of all few are
more impressive, not to say startling, than this : the
riot of gay colours flaunted by its human denizens
on the drab background of the Indian scene.
The greater cities lie at considerable distances
from each other, but the train stopped, much too
often for our liking, at a host of minor stations.
Quaint though these were, there was a tedious same-
ness about them all. Behind a strip of beaten earth,
the platform, rose a large one-storied shed serving
at once as station premises, post-office, buffet and
lavatory. The whole building was thickly covered
with creepers which hung in festoons from the roof,
on which a parliament of birds shrilly confabulated.
Over each of the doors was a notice-board in Eng-
lish, Hindustani, and the local dialect, specifying
the function of the room; the waiting-rooms
assigned to first-, second- and third-class passengers
were strictly demarcated. Sometimes the lavatories
provided for the humbler classes were picturesquely
differentiated; a turbaned Indian in European
dress, dapper and correct, was painted on a door
beside another showing a melancholy lady in a sari.

